WITHIN THE GATES         SCENE
ATHEIST (reprovingly). Shush, not so loud;
we're in a park.
YOUNG WHORE (persuasively catching hold of
the ATHEIST'S arm), I want yo^ to help me,
dad; I'll go mad if I have to live alone any
longer.
ATHEIST (firmly). No, no; no more of that,
Live your own life. I'm not your father, so
cut out the daddy business.
YOUNG WHORE (moving closer to him). You
crept into a father's place when you took me
away from the nuns who were moulding my life
round the sin of my mother. You made me call
you dad when you took me away from their
crosses, their crowns, and their canes, and
lifted my hands up in salute to the sun and the
moon and the stars* (Putting an arm round
him) You'll give me one more chance, won't
you? You will, you will.
ATHEIST (restlessly). I did that twice before,
and as soon as you felt well, you hurried off,
leaving me with rooms I didn't want, and furni-
ture I couldn't sell.
YOUNG WHORE (leaning wearily against his
shoulder). I can't live alone any longer, dad.
When I lie down in bed and stretch out in
search of sleep, the darkness reddens into a
glow from the fire that can never be quenched.
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